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Jerry wasn't asleep. He was sitting on the couch with Dealer in his lap. When the buzzer on the gate 
sounded, it broke the silence that had enveloped the entire house. It was dark inside the house except for the 
glow of the television, which had been left on ESPN with the volume off since he had gotten home that night. 
Numbly, he checked the time as he stood up, placing the cat gently on the couch where he had been sitting. It 
was well after four AM. Who would be trying to get in at that hour? 


Checking the iPad on the wall, Jerry's hand flew to his mouth and he took a step back. 


The buzzer sounded again This time Jerry quickly tapped the screen to open the gate. He ran outside and 
watched the Jeep slowly rumble up the driveway. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" 

Greg turned the engine off and got out of the car. "Im here to finish that fuckin’ conversation" 
"What?" 

The younger man slammed the door closed. "I said | wanna finish that conversation’ 

"But „we did. Greg, it's four o'clock in the morning. What the hell are you doing? Where's Reba?" 


Greg raked his fingers through his hair and then laced them together behind his head as he looked up at the 
sky, pacing back and forth in the driveway. "Where's Reba? Jesus fuckin’ Christ, man" 


He watched helplessly. 

And then Greg was coming at him, pointing fingers and snarling. "You wanna know where Reba is? She's at 
fucking home. She's the only one of us that had the fuckin’ balls to tell the truth tonight. You know what she 
said? She said, ‘Listen Greg. | know. | can see it. So go do something about it." 

Jerry scowled. "Knows what?" 

"What the fuck do you think? Jesus Christ!" Greg was shouting now. 


"Listen, listen. Just ..come inside." Jerry took the younger man by the elbow. "Did you tell her about us?" 


Greg ripped his arm out of Jerry's grasp. "Tell her about us? Why the hell would | do that? What fuckin’ us 


are you talking about, anyway? | should lim so fuckin’ mad at you, dude." 
"| Know, | know. Come inside, please?" 


Greg paced around the kitchen island. "I've been so fuckin’ mad you for months. Where the fuck did you go? 
Shit got real and you fuckin’ bailed on me, Jer. You fuckin’ ..." he trailed off and shook his head. "And then you 


waited until tonight to make your reappearance? Why, man? | was fuckin’ ... 


Jerry opened the fridge and took a bottle of water out. He placed on the island next to Greg's hand and 
watched as the younger man mindlessly gripped it. "| wanted to see your show. | wanted To ..to, you know, show 


you that | was there for you." 


"There for me?!" He exploded "Are you fuckin’ kidding me? There for me. Wow. Okay, so you still don't wanna 
tell the truth. Great. What the fuck am | even doing here? | must be out of my fuckin’ mind. Were you ‘there 
for me' when we started gettin serious? No. No, you weren't fuckin’ there. Okay. Well, Im fuckin’ outta here." 


Greg started for the doorway. 


"Wait," Jerry stopped him again by grabbing his elbow. "Why don't you tell me the truth? What are fucking 
doing here, Greg?" 


Again, Greg ripped his arm out of his grasp. "I was falling in love with you, you dumb fuck | was fuckin’ fallin’ 
for you and you knew it. You had to know." He spit out a sharp laugh. "Had to know. Jesus Christ. It wasn't 
just fuckin’ around. | mean maybe it started like that but we were ..I'm not the only one, Jer. | know you felt it 
change, too. | know you did. You had to fuckin’ know and you ghosted me. | don't wanna be in love with you 
‘cause clearly, you don't want nothin’ to do with it. But | was and you ..forget it, man. That's what | came to 
say. | loved you and you ..you fuckin' hurt me. There. | told you the fuckin truth but | won't hold my breath, 


waiting on you to do the same." 


Jerry reeled back as if he just got smacked in the face. His mouth fell open as he stared at Greg but nothing 


came out. 


"Forget it” All the venom in Greg's tone was gone now, replaced by sadness. His shoulders sagged as he turned 


for the door once again. 


By the time Jerry came to, Greg was all the way out to his car. He rushed out to the driveway again. "Greg, 


wait." 
"What, man?" 


"| „okay, the truth is the truth is you're right. | disappeared. But it wasn't because | didn't want ..| mean it 
wasn't because | knew that you ..that you had feelings for me. | guess ..| guess that scared me a little. But 


mostly it was because | knew ..| realized that |..." 
Greg leaned forward. "You what? Jer, | need you to say it. | need to hear it. Even if you never say it again" 


"| can't. | can't say it tonight and never again. That's that's the point of all this, kid. I'm so fucking scared that 
once it's out there, everything changes. We'll fuck it all up." 


"How much worse could it get? Im fuckin miserable without you. | just fuckin’ hurt a really good friend who | 
never should have done that to. | fucked up with her. It's already fucked up. You're fucked up. I'm fucked up. 
Let's just fuckin’ .. don't know. Let's be fucked up together” 


Jerry stepped up to the younger man and took him gently by the shoulders. When Greg didn't try to pull away, 


Jerry wrapped his arms around him. He pushed his nose into Greg's hair and closed his eyes. "l'm in love with 


you. | love you and | miss you so much, it hurts," he whispered. 
"Then fuckin’ kiss me." 


"You got it, kid" Jerry grinned as he pulled back and took Greg's face in his hands. 


